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imprisoned in this castle, to comfort me and prepare me to meet death; or, if that is impossible, any other priest, it matters not whom, though it be the poor curate of a poor village, for I am no harder to please than God, and I do not ask that he have learning, if only he have faith."
"It is with deep regret, Madame," said Kent, "that I am compelled to refuse your Grace's request, but it would be contrary to our religion and our conscience, and we should lay ourselves open to grave reproach. For that reason we once more suggest the venerable Dean of Peterborough, being certain that your Grace will derive more comfort and satisfaction from him than from any bishop, priest, or vicar of the Catholic faith."
" Thanks, my Lord," the Queen rejoined, " but I care for no other, and as my conscience is not stained with the crime for which I am to die, martyrdom, with God's help, will take the place of confession. And now I will venture to remind you, my Lord, of your own suggestion, that I have but a few hours to live; those few hours, if they are to be made of profit to me, should be passed in prayer and meditation, and not in fruitless discussion."
With that she rose and, with a courteous salute to the two earls, Robert Beale, Paulet, and Drury, she signified by a dignified wave of the hand that she wished to be left alone and at peace. As they were about to take their leave, she said:
" Apropos, my Lords, at what hour am I to prepare for death?"
" To-morrow about sight o'clock, Madame," stammered the Earl of Shrewsbury.
" 'Tis well," said Mary; " but have you no reply for me from my sister Elizabeth to a letter which I wrote to her about a month since."